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Take me down, little Susie 


Author's Notes: 
| don\'t exactly know where this is going yet, just an idea 


Susanne blinked. She blinked again. She eyed her reflection critically and almost kissed the mirror when she 
fixed her eyeliner. A satisfied grin spread on her lips when she stepped back and scanned her clothes in the 
dirty, clouded mirror. She looked like a hooker and this was exactly her intention so she swung her hips to the 
sound of the opening act when she stepped back into the dark atmosphere of the Troubadour. No one would 


have guessed that she was crying only hours ago. 


The band wasn't good but at least they were loud and after all they weren't what she was here for, she was 
here for the following act and just hoped to dance and drink and forget about her troubles. Guns N' Roses 
wouldn't take the stage before Ipm which was another hour to go, if and that was a big "if", the show even 
started on time. One never knew with them but they were worth it. Susanne could see that one day they were 
going to be big so it was better to see them while ticket prices were low. 

She had tried to get the lead singers attention from the first time he saw him, she dressed like a slut and 
fought her way to front row but he didn't seem to notice her. She didn't even know his name but he 


hypnotized her. His voice lured her and his attitude made her mind swirl around him for days. His movements 


were what made her wish she had him, just for one single night. 


Susanne fumbled a cigarette out of the pocket of her tight leather pants and headed for the exit. She couldn't 
take the din inside any longer, being around many people wasn't her thing, especially not when she was alone. 
People scared her. They were unpredictable and careless and she couldn't get through to them. Susanne didn't 
understand why they were doing the things they were doing and how they were so easily entertained. It didn't 
make much sense to her to join their stupid discussions. 

She fought her way through the moving crowd and gasped for breath when she opened the heavy door. A cold 
breeze hit her in an LA. summer evening and leaned back against the wall. She watched the hazy sky and blew 
smoke up in the air. It was still another forty-five minutes to go so Susanne started strolling. She didn't care 
where her feet carried her, all she wanted was a little time on her own, it all overwhelmed her again. She 


wished to curl up in a ball and lie in the silence of her wrecked apartment. 


She pulled on her cigarette and stumbled through the crowd around her, tried to get her racing mind to rest. 
She was on the way to having a panic attack again and it couldn't happen now, not today but everything was 
about to slip out of her hands. 

She stumbled across the street without looking left or right and barely noticed when someone honked at her. 
The other side of the road wasn't just as crowded. Susanne headed for a low wall and stretched out on it. 
‘Breathe regularly, she reminded herself and stared up to the setting sun. Breathing, coming down. She raised 
her shaky left hand to her mouth and took a deep pull. Blew smoke up in the air. Watched it vanish against the 
blurry, light blue sky. 


"Can | have one?" 

Susanne shrug and would have fallen off the rim if she hadn't been grabbed by her arm. 

"Careful, don't fall down." 

She flexed her neck to see who was speaking to her and found herself eye in eye with.. yeah, what exactly was 
his name? At least she thought it was him, he looked different without his hair teased. 

"So can | have a smoke?" he asked again and gave her a little smile. 

"l. Sure?!" She asked confused and fumbled another cigarette out of her pants. 

He observed Susanne while she lit his cigarette between her lips and reached for it as soon as the tip burned 
red. 

He didn't say another word and acted like Susanne wasn't even there. She definitely recognized him by his 
tattoos, though he was wearing ripped jeans and a baggy shirt. He had never looked that casual on stage. 
“Shouldn't you be like uhm...?" 

"At the Troubadour?" He asked and turned to her. 

"Maybe.. Shouldn't you be there as well?" 

Susanne didn't pay attention that well because she stared into his eyes. They blinked bright green in the setting 
sun and a warm feeling spread in Susie's stomach. 

‘| uhm.. what why?" 

He took his smoke in hand. 

"You want me to be there. | guess you wouldn't care if you weren't going to see the show," he said didactically 
and put his cigarette back between his lips. 


"That's right," Susanne admitted and bit her lip. She still lay on her back and cought him staring at her boobs. 
She didn't say a word, that was what she had dressed for. 

"So why aren't you there?" 

"The opening act sucks and | can't cope with being around too many people," she answered straight away. She 
had always been honest. 

"That's not nice of you," he laughed, "but I'll tell you a secret: we want them to be bad so we will sound 
better." 

He bent over and offered her his hand. 

"lim Axl. But you probably knew that." 

"In fact | didn't. Im Susanne, | guess you didn't know. So why are you here?" 

She was pretty keen on getting his response, Guns N' Roses were late very often and it appeared to be Ax's 
fault. 

"Well, Susanne.. | like being alone before a gig starts. People irritate me as well. | figured you understand" 

"But they need you there. They can't let the opening act play forever. Never mind they're shit." 

He laughed and tapped his cigarette at the rim. They both watched the ash float through the air. 

"Exactly, they need me. Its hard to play a gig without the lead singer. Which means | can do whatever the fuck 
| please." 

Susanne frowned at his words. 

"You're using them." 

"Wrong. We're all slaves to rock n' roll and I'm a rebel." 


Axl said that with a dead serious face but burst out in laughter one second later. 


She didn't quite know what to think of Axl while they sat on the rim. He seemed to be a weird mixture of a 
picture perfect asshole and a cute, funny guy. And he seemed to care about anything but his band, the sun's 
orange glow left for good when Axl finally decided it was time to pay the Troubadour a visit. 

"ls getting late, Susanne. | guess we should go," he whispered and looked deeply into her eyes. 

She knew it was most likely to get her into his bed but the thought of being help up against the wall by him 
wasn't exactly appalling to her. 

"Wait a minute | will give you my phone number so you can call me when you uhm." Susanne stuttered while 
she scribbled her number on a piece of paper with the rest of her eyeliner. 

Axl let out a soft laugh when Susanne realized she had just ruined her one and only eye pencil. Her plan of not 
appearing like just another girl seemed to come to grief though it had been going so well up to now. Axl didn't 
seem to mind. 


"Okay then, let's go," he said and casually stiffed the paper into his jeans. 
"See you after the show," was the last she heard from Axl that evening. 


‘What even was | thinking? How fucking naive can a girl be? Susie thought and kicked a beer can through her 
wrecked apartment. 

‘Why would he have been waiting for me?" 

Axl had only just met her and she seriously considered he'd want to see her again? She could slap herself for 
that one. He was probably having a good laugh at her right now. 

She opened the window and sat on the rim with her legs hanging freely. Susanne got used to and finally over 


the fear of falling out after she hadn't had a balcony for long enough. 
She stared up at the stars on the sky. They were mocking her. Watching her like thousands of eyes. Everyone 


was mocking her. They had never done any different. 


‘lm gonna give you my number so you can call me," she nagged at the night sky. 


As if he had thought about that, just for a second there. 


